


tones Labours lop, 

srsfspa 

At Chriftmas I ao more dehre a role, 

Then with aSnow inNUyet 

But like of each thing that in feafon gtowes. 

Sn vou to lludie now it is too late, « 

Thlt were teclymbe ore the houfe to vnlocke the gat* 

Yet confident lie kcepc what 1 haue I worne 
And bide the penance of each three yeare* daye. 

Giue me the paper, let me reads the fame, 

Ber.Item. That no woman fhall come wthm a mic « »* 
Court. 

Hath this beene proclaimed ? 

Lett, Eouredaycsagoe. 

Ber. Let’s feethe penalde. 

•On paine of looting her tongue. 

Who deuis’d this peoalcie < 

Xo».MarrythatdidI. 

zZl Toft%htd«m hence with that dread pcnakie, 
Adangerouslaw againftgentilme. ., w khin the 

For well you know here conics in Esnoa ic . . . 

The French Kings daughter, with your felfetQfpeake. 

A Maide of grace andcomplearemaietue. 

About furrendervp of Aquitaine : _ 

To her decrepit, ficke, and bed-nd Father, Therefore 
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tones Labour’s left;. 

Therefore this articleis made invaine, 

Or vainely comes th’admircd Princdfe hither. 

Ter. W hat fay you Lords ? 

Why, this was quite forgot. 

Ber. So ftudieeuermoreis ouerfiiot. 

While it doth ftudy to hauc what ic would, 

It doth forget to doe the thing it fhould : 

'And when it hath the thing it hunteth mod, 

*Tis wonastownes with fire, fo won, fo loft. 

Ter. Wee mud of force difpence with this Decree^. 
She mud lye here on meere necefiity. 

Ber. Necefiity will make vs both foifworne 
Three thoufand times within this three yeeres fpace s 
For euery man with his affefls is borne, 

Not by might tnallrcd. but by fpeciall grace. 

If I breake faith, this word (hallbreakefor me, 

I am forfworne on meere neccflitie. 

So to theLawes at large 1 write my name. 

And he that breakes them in the leaft degree. 

Stands in attainder of eternallfiiame. 

Suggcftionsare to others as to mce: 

But I belceue although Ifeemefoloth, 

I am the laft that will laft keepe his oth. 

But is there no quicker e creation granted ? 

Fer. I that there is, our Court you know is hamed 
With a refined trauailer of Spaine, 

A man in all the worlds new fafhion planted, 

That hath a mint ofphrafes in hisbraine : 

One, who the Muficke of his ownc vainc tongue,' 

Doth rauifii like inchanting harmonic • 

A man of complements whomright and wrong 
Haucchofeas vmpire of theit mutinie. 

This childe of faneie that Armada hight, 

For interim to our ftudics (hall relate. 

In high-borne words the worth of many a Knight ? 
From tawny Spaine loft in the worlds debate, 

How you delight my Lords I know not I. 

But I pr tell I loueto heare hint fie, 
will vfe him for my Mmftrclfie,. 


